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The porcupines in their cages rattled and rustled
faintly. The head of the camel with its moving jaws
was visible in the distance. They were still moving
when the short twilight deepened into night.
It was a dark night that had arrived, but not dark
enough for objects to become unrecognizable. The
animal that ran over him as he lay behind the door
was, he decided, some kind of skunk, a bad kind of
skunk* It seemed to be after a snake, and, judging
from a hiss and scuffle in the near distance, it at once
effected a success.
Archibald crawled out from behind the door, and
arose stiffly. There were swarms of mosquitoes about
the silent cages, but he, like the animals, had an
almost invulnerable skin. He could see very well in
spite of the darkness. He felt at home in it, and
strangely free from any tremors. In the tribe, when
he was a child, creeping forth at night and stealing
other people's buffaloes was a common hobby. It
seemed to him that a camel was easier to handle than
a buffalo.
He had decided that he was morally justified in
annexing the camel, as it was only by this means that
he could take his straw hat home. That the Chief of
the Secret Police would approve his conduct he had
more than a slight doubt But no harm could come
of that, because, as the camel was being taken from
purely just and unselfish motives, it was quite un-
necessary to let anyone know where he got it He
opened the gate and went boldly into the yard.
The animal had ceased munching, and was asleep.
He unhooked the halter from the side of the door,